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nakedness and its blood, by the waves of the cool moonlight,
was diffusing this almost mortal sweetness through the atmos-
phere ol the night. Once out in the road this fancy of his took to
itself a more intimate aspect. He began to feel as if this tre-
mendous shadow over Glastonbury of the martyred God-Man were
calling upon him to fulfil some purpose, to make some decision.
He crossed the road to the base of that high wall of the Abbey
Grounds over which hung the tall elm trees that from his earliest
childhood had been associated with certain turning-points of his
life. He turned to the left now and walking sometimes in the
roadway, and sometimes on the uneven grass under the walL he
followed the outskirts of Miss Drew's garden until he reached the
entrance to Abbey House. In his mind he thought now: "I'll go
as far as Tithe Barn and then swing round to the right, where
there are those open fields on the east side of Bere Lane.'" But
just at this point he heard several footsteps and voices behind
him and he lessened his pace to let these unknown persons pass.
While so large a group of the respectable proletariat of Glas-
tonbury was listening to the rumbling bass tones of Isaac Weather-
wax, John Crow was making love to Mary Crow in his snug room
in Northload Street.
Panting hard and fast, in an interval of his absorbed and
vicious love-making, while the girl, with dishevelled hair and
rumpled garments, leaned back with closed eyes in his leather
arm-chair, John Crow opened the window and gazed out over the
w ater-meadows. How he did drink up those damp odours of water-
mint and watercress, of reed beds and mossy hatches, of dew-
soaked grasses and river mud! The moonlight was flooding every-
thing that night; but it seemed to irradiate with some especial
kind of benediction those vast level fields, where the ancient Lake
Village had been, and which John had crossed that very morning
with little Nelly Morgan at his heels. By leaning far out of his
window he could just make out a little red light to the north of
the Lake Village Field which may well have shone from the
upper window of Backwear Hut where at this very second Abel
Twig, seated on his iron bed, was pulling off his trousers. Whether
it came from Abel's bedroom or not, there was something in the